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mELISSA bEST 
Sista, Sista 


Sista, sista, don't you worry, don't you weep 
Your soul is but a home for you to keep 
Don't sleep, don't sleep 


Let the world be of you, take it in your hand 
Use it as your guided land 
Stand, Proud Sista, Stand 


Much of the matter is where you are and where you go 
The beauty you hold, the essence does show 
Know, Proud Nubian, Know 


Brothers around here want to sleep on you 
But how divine the Nubian Spectrum is, oh how so true 
Don't be blue 


So smile on, sweet sista, cause you got much to live for 
The beautiful tones in your voice give the people so much more 
Step in the door! 


To the Nubian Phrase, it's a new day, a new age 
For the women who are Black, take two steps forward, not two steps back 


Attack, Nubian Sista, Attack 


You are the bold, bodacious Black! 

And oh sista, the nature of the Nubian class is so real 
No other hands can ever heal 

A sista's sacred seal 

Too magnificent to reveal. 


Oh sista, sista. 


nIGEL bARNES 
Out of the Darkness { Come 


Out of the darkness I come 

with the intensity of a tribal warrior 

in the heat of battle. 

{ come 

with the force of a volcano blasting 

molten lava into the outer regions of the earth's atmosphere. 
i come 

with the suspenseful silence of a nation 

moments before the controversial verdict is read. 

Out of the darkness I come 

fo resurrect the living dead. 

{come 

with the spirit of the brave, 

with the spirit of those who would rather 

the Atlantic be their grave 

than to be someone's slave. 

t come 

because I see the shackles around their bones 

as they lay far beneath the depths of the ocean waves. 
Out of the darkness I come 

because late at night I hear the screams that the prison guard cannot 
as another 18 year old boy yells 

Somebody save me! 

because he feels death being thrust at him 

by way of HIV. 

He knows no one in the confines of that living hell 
can hear him. 


They have all become masters of tuning out the sounds of agonizing pain. 


Out of the darkness I come 

because early in the morning I can see the devil 

as he camouflages himself in the form of little white rocks 
burning with the gasses of death as puffs of living hell are inhaled 
by women 7 months pregnant 

with lies of highs that only bring lows 

constantly delivering blow after shattering blow, 

for their premature baby will never have a chance to fully grow. 
Out of the darkness I come 

because I can see the beautiful flesh of Mother Africa 
over-exposed to all those eyes. 

Out of the darkness I come 
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because in reality I have never seen a whore, 

only a Queen that has been misled somewhere down the line. 
Out of the darkness I come 

Because my soul feels tormented every time another black mother cries out 
Not my baby! as she battles the nightmare of 

seeing her child soaking in a pool of blood 

all because he accidently stepped on the wrong guy's shoes. 

I come 

because the water that I drink doesn't seem to have that same pure taste. 
I come 

because the air that I breathe is filled with toxic waste. 

I come 

because they sell cancer in the form of an addictive stress reliever. 
I come 

because racism invented malt liquor. 

I come 

because I see the evil plot thicken right before my very eyes. 
Out of the darkness I come 

swimming through oceans of tears that all those before me have cried. 
Out of the darkness I come 

through the verdicts of those unfairly tried. 

Out of the darkness I come 

battling to find the truth everywhere the media has lied. 

Out of the darkness I come 

to unite a people they have attempted to divide. 

Out of the darkness I come 

because I am tired of the less fortunate being cast aside. 

I come 

to put an end to suicide. 

I come 

to put an end to homicide. 

I come 

to put an end to genocide. 

Out of the darkness I come to touch every soul worldwide 
with the Lord fighting on my side 

with enough love to make the devil run and hide. 

Out of the darkness I come 

because it is past time for you to decide 

I come 

because it is time for you to decide! 

Out of the darkness I have come 

to open the door 

so that you may step inside 

Out of the darkness. 
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nIGEL bARNES 
Nubian Queen 


When my eyes met yours I felt a warm presence 

A true Nubian Queen to behold in the essence 

At that moment I knew you were unlike any other 

A woman that deserves the utmost respect from a brother 

For you are a Queen and you should be treated as such 

You need to be desired for your intellect as well as your touch 
The gifts God blessed you with are far beyond measure 

The richness in your heart makes your soul a valued treasure 
You are an angel in human form 

Your perfect body is protected by the eye of every storm 

You have a mind that possesses the wisdom of the divine 
Your heavenly body is a beautiful shrine 

Your sweet voice sends subliminal messages every time you speak 
You stand tall through adversity as others grow weak 

When my eyes met yours I saw what I had never before seen 
The breath-taking presence of a Nubian Queen 


hAROLD a. bECKLES 
This Quiet Wonder 


for Brendaly 


I have been strangely accused 

(A poet delightedly perplexed) 

Of hiding my heart, a myopic recluse, 

Behind impartial, inert panes of glass, 

By she whose expansive affection, 

Cascades onto my grateful senses. 

As a torrent of aromatic petals 

Envelops the delicate beauty of glowing sunbeams, 
With the alluring scent 

Of jasmine entwined bougainvillea. 

These, the variegated hues tint a tropic sunset, 

As they alight tenderly upon the munificent embrace 
Of a jewelled carpet, a warm green, 

Shimmering with moisture-cool stillness 

And soft rain at twilight. 


A bemused fascination rings 

My lensless smile for a teasing friend, 

Lending her heart honestly enclosed 

In the magnanimity of a Timeless Faith, 
Planted in the rich earth-browns 

Of her beatific gaze -- the still affirmation 
Spoken by peace basking in inner joy. 

This I ponder quietly, while the exhilarating vitality 
Of dew-christened stems of morning-glories 
Beckons the pastel, amber-pink blush 

Of skies shyly dawn-kissed, whisked lightly 
To a liquid whir of spun-gossamer yeliow, 

By a diffuse chorus of butterflies 

Painting delicate shades on Nature's awakening 
And loving thoughts lingering at sunrise. 
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vVICTOR €, bDLUB 
From "Good Times" to Gangstas: 
A Personal History of Hip Hop Music 


The hip hop generation, the first black generation born into the promise of the 
civil rights movement, quickly experienced the shortcomings of American democracy. 
Although black Americans and their white allies forced the United States to dismantle the 
tangible vestiges of apartheid during the 1960s, several economic and social obstructions 
remained. Ten years after the assassination of the Rev. Martin Luther King Jr., most 
urban, black families struggled with inadequate housing, poor health care and stagnant 
incomes. 

While our parents were dealing with these crises head-on, we were constantly 
bombarded with images of "making it" in a white world. Nursed on television sit-coms, 
we desperately believed that the archetypal urban family, the Evans, would see "Good 
Times" as they tried to fight their way out of Chicago's slums every week. And as we 
danced in the dying days of disco, gulped down grape Kool-Aid, and endured marathon 
bus-rides to integrated schools, we continued to believe in the promise of America. 

During the summer of 1979 our lives and our music would be changed forever. 
Sylvia Robinson, owner of the troubled All Platinum Records, attended a show at the 
Harlem World disco where she heard disc jockeys rapping over records and was amazed 
by the crowd's reaction. She organized the Sugar Hill Gang which produced the first rap 
hit recording. With the commercial success of "Rapper's Delight," rap music's popularity 
moved beyond garage parties and community center cook-outs. During the early 1980s, 
the major record labels, the print media, the fashion industry and the film industry 
discovered rap as they rushed to make fortunes from this peculiar new industry. 

Rap music, however, has proved to be more than a passing fad. The music 
developed during a dark decade for black people. Under the reign of Ronald Reagan, 
white America began to challenge the need for affirmative action and other civil rights 
legislation. The mass media portrayed young, black males as social menaces. Prince and 
Michael Jackson, the most acceptable, popular black images, were ashamed of their 
blackness and confused about their sexuality. Rappers, however, defied these portrayals; 
they were hard and didn't mind asserting their manhood on record or stage. They 
personified the black male's attempt at self-definition in a hostile, white world. Clad in 
our starched Levis, alligator shirts, big name buckles, thick gold chains and toothbrushed 
Adidas, we were fresh. 


Actually, a lot of our cool posture was absorbed from the blaxploitation movies 
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we watched during the 1970s. Everybody wanted to be as cool as Superfly. The 1972 
film featured the debut of a new, black cinema icon, the player. Sporting three-quarter 
length leather coats and cruising ghetto streets in shiny Cadillacs, the cocaine-dealing 
hero of Superfly pimped his way onto the big screen and into our psyches. The 
commercial success of blaxploitation movies such as Sweet Sweetback's Badass Song and 
Superfly spawned several imitations and hipped Hollywood to the lucrative black movie- 
going audience. These new black heroes, like the rappers a decade later, challenged the 
docile black male image prevalent in most big-screen portrayals. The player could 
outsmart corrupt police while using his verbal dexterity to win the ladies. 

When rappers emerged as a significant cultural force in the late '80s, they took 
their cues from the blaxploitation films. As the embodiment of the player mystique, 
rappers sported flashy, gold jewelry, wore designer clothes and drove expensive 
automobiles like their big screen idols. Run- D.M.C. epitomized this image when they 
gave rap its first gold album with their self-entitled 1984 debut. The success of this 
Queens trio was unparalleled in the mid '80s. By 1986 they were the first hip hop artists 
to grace the cover of Rolling Stone, a milestone they earned after recording rap's first 
multiplatinum album, Raising Hell (1986). 

Although much of the rap music during this time was little more than party 
anthems and expressions of damaged black male egos, a new, angrier voice had surfaced 
by the end of the decade. Rappers such as KRS-One, Eric B & Rakim and Public Enemy 
laced their bravado with references to Malcolm X, black power and black nationalism. 
For the first time in its short history, rap music appeared to be mature enough to develop 
sophisticated ideological positions. Under the leadership of KRS-One, rappers 
confronted the demon of black-on-black violence. The single "Self Destruction" by the 
all-star hip hop ensemble Stop the Violence Movement, generated more than $600,000 
for the organization's empowerment programs in the inner cities. We respected the fiery, 
articulate and intelligent voice of Chuck D, lead rapper for Public Enemy, because his 
chronicles of black America were more accurate than those generated by CNN. 

Meanwhile on the West Coast, a much more ruthless expression of black male 
rage was developing. The release of the platinum-selling Straight Outta Compton, by 
California rappers N.W.A. (Niggaz With Attitude), heralded the coming of the gangsta 
rapper. Although many of these artists directed some of their ire at police brutality and 
racism, other black men and women were common targets as well. Movies such as Boyz 
N The Hood (1991), and Menace II Society (1993), helped to popularize the gangsta 
mystique by exploring black-on-black violence. These graphic and poignant films left 
me feeling powerless and detached from my generation. 

The gangsta approach, without question the most lucrative rap format, often 
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translates into multiplatinum sales for many artists and record companies. Almost every 
rapper faces this pressure to conform, to appear hard and callous. Even a gifted rapper 
like Ice Cube (a former member of N.W.A.) whose albums consistently show maturation, 
often slips in a nihilistic or misogynistic lyric. Such violence and disrespect for women is 
definitely not new in this country. Still, black Americans cannot afford to perpetuate 
genocidal tendencies in these times which threaten our existence. 

The recent homicide of rapper Tupac Shakur exemplifies this danger. The 
California-based rappper was murdered in a drive-by shooting in Las Vegas, Nevada in 
September. His multiplatinum albums and sometimes violent encounters with police kept 
the young star in the public eye. Rap music detractors undoubtedly will use Tupac's 
death as fodder for their railings against hip hop. Early last year critics such as C. 
Delores Tucker of the National Political Congress of Black Women, and former 
Education Secretary William Bennett, launched a massive attack on rap music, which 
they claim incites violence and supports illegal drug usage. Unfortunately, this national 
crusade to eradicate "smut" diverts national attention from addressing the social inequity 
and unrest that are the likely source of gangsta rage. 

Rap may not be able to provide answers, but it does offer a useful barometer of 
current hip hop values. A struggle for hip hop supremacy is raging between the gangsta 
stylists and the more progressive-minded groups like A Tribe Called Quest and the 
Fugees. An innovative artist like Guru, who has created a rap-jazz fusion sound, most 
often goes unnoticed. The major record companies have given a slight marketing 
advantage to the gangstas, but a recent drop in the sale of gangsta rap albums may signal 
a decline in its popularity. 

For much of its history, rap music has allowed the hip hop generation to explore 
its relationship to America. During this two-decade odyssey, the hip hop crowd has 
struggled to overcome violence, drugs, social alienation and self-hatred. Black music has 
always reflected our refusal to submit, not our acceptance of death. The current flirtation 
with self-destruction may sell records, but it isn't providing viable solutions for the black 
community. The hip hop community must begin to speak out against nihilism and 


misogyny. We can't survive if we continue to support artists and record companies that 
promote our demise. 
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jAMES cLARK 
Sanctity 


Cast of Characters: 

John Sanctity, 38 

Mary Anne Sanctity, 37, wife of John 
Louise Sanctity, 70, mother of John 

Evelyn Brown, 37, long time friend of Mary 
Anne 


Set Up: 

The action takes place at the house of John and 
Mary Anne Sanctity. It's nighttime and Mary 
Anne is in the kitchen cooking. There is a small 
wooden table in the middle of the kitchen and a 
tattered old gas stove directly behind the table. 
To the right of the stove is a refrigerator and a 
broom closet with brown curtains substituting as 
a door. Mary Anne, a petite, dirty-blonde white 
woman, is peeling potatoes at the table. She is 
wearing a white sleeping robe and slippers. 
Smoke can be seen coming from the stove. 
Evelyn, a tall-redhead, enters wearing a pink 
waitress outfit. 


Evelyn: (grabs the burning pan ) Mary! What 
are you doing? You trying to burn the entire 
house down? 


Mary Anne: Oh gosh, what am I doing? John is 
going to kill me when he gets home. (she 


scurries toward the pan) 


Evelyn: (patting her on the shoulder) Mary, just 
take it easy girl. What's the matter with you? 


Mary Ann: Nothing. I just lost track of time. 
Jack really works hard, and he needs to eat when 


he comes home. | can't believe I did this! 


Evelyn: (angrily) Jesus Mary, what is wrong 


10 


with you? It's just a little burnt chicken. John 
can fix something for himself for once. You 
would think that you murdered the President or 
something. And why aren't you dressed for 
work yet, you goin’ tonight? 


Mary Anne: Yea, I wanted to talk to you about 
that. I can't make it tonight. Can you tell Jeff 
something? You know, cover for me? 


Evelyn: (staring hard at Mary) Alright Mary, this 
is the third time this month I have had to cover 
for you. You're running around here like a 
rooster with its head cut off over a little burnt 
chicken. Now tell me, what's going on? Is the 
class you're taking at Maryland giving you 
trouble? 


Mary Anne: (not looking at Evelyn) No, the 
class is going fine. 


Evelyn: What about Becky? Is something wrong 
with her? 


Mary Anne: No, she's still at Penn State. She's 
doing fine. 


Evelyn: What about JJ and Peter? 
Mary Anne: (passively) No, they're fine too. 


Evelyn: Well Anne, what in the hell is going on 
with you tonight? 


Mary Anne: (sitting down) Remember a few 
weeks ago when I asked you to cover for me? 


Evelyn: Do I! I think that night every pervert in 
Prince George County decided they wanted 
cheese eggs and hash browns that night. You 
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said something about the flu. 


Mary Anne: Well, it turned out to be a little 
more than the flu. During the doctor's routine 
test he decided to give me a pregnancy test. 


Evelyn: Uh, Oh. 
Mary Anne: (somberly) Two months. 
Evelyn: (hesitantly) Annie, that's great- isn't it? 


Mary Anne: Eve, this is a total shock tome. We 
didn't plan this. I thought we were careful. John 
and I planned to be finished having kids by this 
age. Rebecca has gone off to college, and John 
Jr. is a few months away from graduating high 
school. I thought Paul would be our last. I was 
all set to begin having my own life, finally- 
something you know I haven't had since high 
school. 


Evelyn: I told you not to marry that man. 


Mary Anne: Evelyn, don't start that again. John 
has been, and still is, a wonderful father and 
husband. 


Evelyn: Uh-huh, sure Mary. He's never here. If 
he's not at work, he's out bowling or at one of 
those godforsaken prayer meetings. 


Mary Anne: Evelyn Brown, | will not have that 
kind of talk in my house. And keep your voice 
down, I don't want you to wake Louise. 


Evelyn: (laughing) Whoooa nellie! I'd pay 
money to see the look on that ole snoop's face 


when she finds out! And John... 


Mary Anne: Look Eve, John's a good, loyal 
husband. I'm lucky to have him. 


Evelyn: (sounding serious) Who are you trying 
to convince when you say that, you or me? 


1] 


Mary, don't think I haven't noticed those tiny 
bruises and burns you come to work with 
everyday. 


Mary Anne: (looking away) I work on a grill 
Eve, you know that! 


Evelyn: Look, we're getting off the subject. 
What are you gonna do? 


Mary Anne: I don't know. I want the baby, but I 
don't want to give up my life again. I've worked 
too hard, and to be honest, John and I are barely 
paying the bills around here as it is. I don't think 
we could handle a new baby financially. 


Evelyn: You know you have options. 


Mary Anne: (quickly) I know Eve. But there are 
other people involved in this than just me. 


Evelyn: Have you told John yet? 


Mary Anne: No, I planned to over dinner but... 
(looking at the pan) 


Evelyn: How do you think he'll react? 

A slamming door is heard off stage 

Evelyn: (sarcastically) Speak of the devil... 
Mary Anne: Shhh... John is that you? 

John enters stage left. He stands about 6 feet 3 
inches at 240 pounds and is wearing a sanitation 
uniform. He is carrying a Bible and a 


newspaper. 


John: Yeah, it's me. (He looks hard at Evelyn) 
Hello Evelyn. 


Evelyn: (barely glancing at John) Mary, I've 
gotta run. I'll talk to Jeff. (whispering in Mary 
Anne's ear) Good luck. 


John: The Lord doesn't like whispering. 
Evelyn: Aw go to... (Evelyn exits stage) 


Mary Anne: (nervously) I'm sorry John; I wasn't 
paying attention and burnt the chicken. I'll heat 
something up for you. 


John: (visibly angry) You've been acting 
strange all week Mary. What's happening with 
you? 


Mary Anne: John, we need to discuss 
something. 


John: What's wrong now. And why aren't you 
dressed for work? 


Mary Anne: Do you remember a few weeks ago 
when I got really sick? 


John: Yeah, I thought you got that taken care of, 
something about the flu. 


Mary Anne: Well, | did but it turned out to be a 
little more than the flu. 


John: (getting irritated) What was it? 
Mary Anne: John, I'm pregnant... 


John: (smiling) Annie, that's great! How--how 

many months are you! When is it due? Do you 
know whether it's a boy or a girl? Mamma will 
be so happy. I can't wait to tell her! 


Mary Anne: John, hold on a minute. Don't you 
think we need to talk about this a little more? 


John: (looking puzzled) What's there to talk 
about? This is a blessing from God. Don't you 
see Annie? We had two boys and only one girl; 
now we'll have two of each. 


Mary Anne: How do you know it will be a girl? 
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John: I just know it will be. Have you told your 
supervisor that you'll be leaving soon? And 
don't worry about school. You'll get to finish 
someday. 


Mary Anne: Someday? John, I don't want 
someday. I've been saying someday for the past 
twenty years. And have you really thought 
about what will happen when this baby comes? 
We're barely staying afloat as it is with three kids 
and your mother. How do you expect us to 
manage another child? 


John: God will provide for us Mary. He always 
has. 


Mary Anne: What about me John? 
John: What about you? 


Mary Anne: I'm almost forty years old. The 
doctor says there could be risks. 


John: The Lord shall protect you. He has willed 
you to have this baby Mary. 


Mary Anne: John, I'm not the Virgin Mary! 
Have you ever thought about my feelings? 


John: (angrily) I don't understand you! 


Mary Anne: John, I've been a faithful mother, 
wife, homemaker, friend, confidant, live-in 
housemaid, and every other principle in the 
woman's guide to being a good housewife for 
twenty years. Twenty! I've just begun to have a 
life again. I like going to school. It makes me 
feel like I'm really accomplishing something. 


John: (moving closer to Mary) Mary, where is 
this going? 


Mary Anne: John... | don't know if we can 
handle this baby. More importantly, I don't 
know if I can handle this baby. 
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John: (grabbing her forcefully by the arm) 
Mary, you're tired. You don't know what you're 
saying. I think you should get some rest. 


Mary Anne: (wincing in pain) John, you're 
hurting me. 


John: (squeezing tighter) That must be it. You 
need rest. That will rid you of all these evil 
thoughts that must have crawled into your head. 


Mary Anne: (falling to one knee) Stop! 


John: (beginning to loosen his grip) If you kill 
my baby girl, you would kill me. I must protect 
myself accordingly. Do you understand? (he 
lets go) Now, I have to go out for a while. Why 
don't you think about what we talked about. I'l] 
see you in about an hour. 


He leans down and kisses her on the cheek and 
then exists. Mary Anne drops to both knees and 
starts to cry. A noise is heard off stage. Mary 
Anne lifts her head to see a short, pale elderly 
woman enter the room. It is Louise Sanctity, 
John's mother, who moved into the house after 
her husband died. Although the children love 
her-- they affectionately call her Mamma Low-- 
the relationship between her and Mary Anne is 
shaky and strained. 


Louise: Annie, stop that whining and get up! 


Mary Anne: (slowly beginning to rise) Mother... 
| didn't hear you... I thought you were asleep. 


Louise: I was until you started yellin’ and 
screamin’ and hollerin' and carryin' on. 


Mary Anne: (wiping the tears from her face) I'm 
sorry Mother. Why don't you go back to bed? 


Louise: I ain't goin' nowhere 'til you tell me 
what you all was arguin' 'bout. 


Mary Anne: (getting angry) It was nothing 
mother. We argue all the time. Now please, stay 
out of this. 


Louise: I heard ya. Thought I didn't, didn't ya? 
I may be blind as a bat and stiff as a board, but 
my hearin's good as it was fifty years ago. I 
heard what you was thinkin! 'bout an | don't like 
it. No daughter-n-law uh mine's gonna kill the 
Lord's children whiles I'm still breathin’. 


Mary Anne: You know you and John are just 
alike. You think you can just fit all of your 
problems and plans into one neat little bubble 
until you get ready to pop it. Well, I'm sorry 
mother, but I refuse to let you do that to me. 


Louise: I'm tryin' to stop you from killin’ my 
grandbaby. How can you even think ‘bout doin’ 
somethin’ like that? 


Mary Anne: (beginning to get loud) You think 
this is easy for me Louise, huh? You think one 
morning I woke up and decided, OK, / think I'Il 
have some toast, waffles, orange juice, and an 
abortion? Do you really think that little of my, 
Louise? Do you think it's that simple? I have 
been struggling with this decision ever since | 
found out | was pregnant. I thought for once, at 
least you would support me. Your the only one 
that can stop him from doing anything. You 
know as well as I do how hard it is for us to 
manage everything now. We simply cannot 
handle this baby. 


Louise: Frank and I managed ten kids on his 
salary as a bus driver, Anne. We still managed. 
We didn't blame the children when things went 
wrong, we just kept goin’. You're bein’ selfish, 
Anne, just plain selfish. That baby inside you 
has done nothin' wrong. This baby deserves a 
chance. And 'cause you're so concerned with 
your schoolin', you wanna kill it. That's wrong, 
and the Lord knows it! 


Ex Umbra 33 


Mary Anne: (shouting) Wrong! Wrong! Is it 
wrong to not want to bring a baby into this 

hell! Is it so wrong to want to have something 
more than this, to have some sort of life? 

Is it selfish not to want to spend every waking 
moment of my life taking care of John, JJ, Paul, 
the baby, you, and every other living and non- 
living thing in this house? Taking care of your 
husband and family was enough for you Mother, 
but it just isn't enough for me. 


Louise: (shaking her head) God have mercy on 
your soul. I hope he can forgive you. 


Mary Anne: And what about you? 
Louise: (perplexed) What do you mean, me? 


Mary Anne: | don't think God would at all 
overlook a mother who allows her son to beat on 
his wife without saying or doing anything. 


Louise: (turning away) I don't know what you're 
talking about. 


Mary Anne: And lying about it, boy He's not 
gonna like this. 


Louise: (still looking away) I really don't know 
what you're talking about. 


Mary Anne: (moving in front of Louise) Oh 
come on Louise, you don't have to pretend you 
don't hear him hitting me, slamming me up 
against walls, yelling at me. You were probably 
standing at the steps when he nearly broke my 
arm tonight. 


Louise: (looking at the ground) John has never 
laid a hand on you or any other person in this 


house. I didn't allow that type of behavior in my 
house. 


Mary Anne: Well, he learned from someone. 
Even if I choose to have this baby, how do I 


know it will be safe? 


Louise: John would never hit you while you 
were pregnant. 


Mary Anne: Well Mother, let me tell you 
something you probably already know; he has 
hit me while I was pregnant, and if he has the 
chance he will do it again. Mother, I know that 
you think I'm just thinking of myself, but it's 
more than that. I'm thinking about my safety as 
well as the baby's. 


Louise: (sympathetically) Mary, I don't know 
who's right or wrong. All I know is this-- that 
baby deserves a chance. It may not deserve one 
in this house, but it still deserves a chance. No 
matter what the problem is with you and John, 
that little wonder inside of you is not the cause 
of it. Before you decide, block everythin’ else 
outta your mind. Don't think about me, John, the 
bills, school, money freedom, nothing. If you do 
that and still decide to do it, I'll understand. Just 
do that, will ya? 


Mary Anne: (somberly) I wish things were that 
simple, I just... 


A door shuts and John enters the room. 


John: Mother, I didn't know you were awake. 
How are you doing? (he kisses her on the cheek) 


Louise: (looking at Mary Anne) I'm fine son. 
John: (looking menacingly at Mary Anne) So 
Mom, did Annie tell you the good news? We're 
having a baby! Isn't that great? 

Mary turns and looks away 


Louise: (trying to smile) That's wonderful dear. 


John: (with a puzzled look) Mom, I need to talk 
to Mary alone. Do you mind? 


Louise: Of course not. (she looks at Mary Anne 
before leaving) 


John: So Mary, have you had time to think 
about our little discussion earlier. (he walks over 
and touches her on the shoulder) Wait and see 
Mary. It will all work out in the end. God has 
blessed us with a miracle. It will be wonderful. 


Mary Anne: (still not facing him) I'm not having 
the baby, John. 


John: (turning her around forcefully) What did 
you say? 


Mary Anne: (taking a deep breath) I said I'm not 
having this baby. (She removes his hand from 
her shoulders) 


John: (putting his hands on her neck) Mary, I 
think you're getting tired again. 


Mary Anne: (removing his hands from her neck) 
No! For the first time in my life I'm wide awake. 
I've been asleep for the past twenty years. Well, 
I'm not gonna go through that again. | want to 
have a life of my own John, with or without you. 


John: (laughing) So what are you saying, you're 
leaving me? 

Mary Anne: No John, I don't want to leave you. 
I love you and the kids, and I want to try and 
make this marriage work. But right now I can't 
handle anew baby! We can't handle a new 
baby! You know that. 


John: (looking stoic and calm) Well if that's 
what you think. 


Mary Anne: It's best John. 
John: I guess there's only one thing left to do... 


John grabs Mary Anne and throws her to the 
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other side of the room, slamming her against a 
wall. 


John: (completely enraged) Let me tell you 
something. You're never going to leave me, 
never! And you are going to have this baby, 
damnit. You're going to have his baby whether 
you like it or not. This is God's will. 


Mary Anne: (working her way slowly up the 
wall) You think God wants me to have the 
devil's child, conceived in a devilish rage and 
hateful anger?! 


John: What are you talking about? 


Mary Anne: You probably don't remember you 
animal. You raped me John, | didn't want you 
and you raped me. 


John: Shut your filthy mouth! 


Mary Anne: (gaining confidence) Remember 
the night I came home from the hospital? 

This baby didn't come from some divine act of 
God, some saintly miracle. It came from a 
vicious rape. There is no way in hell that I'm 
gonna bring this baby from that into this world! 


John: (enraged) Liar! You sorry liar. I didn't 
rape you; we're married! 


Mary Anne: You're a pathetic piece of 
garbage... 


John: (looking hysterical) What's the matter? 
You been sleeping around on me? Is that why 
you don't want to have this baby, cause you 
know it ain't mine? You whore, you've been 
sleeping around town haven't you? 


Mary Anne: (sarcastically) Yeah I've been 
whoring around... 


John punches her in the mouth, and she falls to 
the floor. Mary slowly rises to her feet and 
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begins to walk away. John grabs her by the hair 
and shakes her head back and forth. 


John: Didn't I tell you you ain't going no where! 
I'll kill you first! You don't want the baby Mary? 
I'll take care of that! 


John throws her to the ground and kicks her in 
the stomach. Evelyn walks in and grabs one of 
the wooden chairs. She breaks it over John's 
head and he slumps to the floor. 


Evelyn: Mary, are you alright? 


Mary Anne: (barely audible) I'll be alright. It's 
going to take more than that to kill me. What are 
you doing here? 


Evelyn: | thought that things might get rough 
when you told him you didn't want the baby. | 
told Jeff | had an emergency at home. Come on, 
let me get you to a hospital. 


Before they can stand up, John stands and 
breaks a bottle over Evelyn's head. She crashes 
to the floor and lies motionless. He walks over 
to Mary Anne with a piece of the shattered glass. 


John: (deranged) OK, Mary. You want an 
abortion? Well here it is. 


Louise enters the room. 
Louise: Get away from them John! 


John: (looking back at his mother) Go back 
upstairs. This doesn't concern you. 


Louise: John! This is your mother talking to 
you! J said get away from them now! 


John ignores her and moves closer to Mary. 
Louise suddenly pulls out a small, silver gun and 
shoots it up in the air. 
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Louise: (looking almost as deranged as John) 
Son, I love you very much, but if you don't get 
away from them now I'm gonna have to shoot 
you. 


John: (bewildered) Mama, what are you doing? 
How can you pull out a gun on your own son? 


Louise: If J had pulled this gun out on your 
father maybe you would have turned out 
differently. Now. move! Now! 


John moves away slowly. 


Louise: Mary, I talked to JJ, he is going to get 
Paul from the Chandler's and meet you at the 
hospital. You should be able to stay with Evelyn 
for a while. Now hurry up and don't look back! 


Mary Anne shakes Evelyn conscious and both 
get up and exit. They do not even look at John. 


John: (screaming frantically) You'll be back! 
You know you can't make it without me. You'll 
be back. I'm all you got, we're all you got. 
You'll be back! 


The curtains close as John sinks to the floor with 
his hands over his face. 


THE END 


Ex Umbra 33 


(HL, Yi, L Sy : 
Oe Oa Soe tf. - LEGS. 
Y ff A er a fo / 7 
pp YEP ALS I UV SLE SL — 
? Z ntti My ss 
i UL LY; ; ae 
KO: oy; a pes - i 
y ve LE y Z ee og P 
- _ jf cs 
F res eg 
y 
g 
Lg 7 
we 


or the Wases of Sinis 


Y, 


Y YY Y G gan % ABE es 
ZyyAseternal Life through 22 


Ex Umbra 33 


TEV. pAUL CROCKER 
The leaf 


i have been hiking for three-and-a-half hours, working myself along a ridge that 
crested upon the range bordering the western edge of my town. In hiking, one finds 
himself along many ridges, but here, in the foothills of North Carolina, most "ridges" 
are simply the apex of an arc that reaches from one valley to another. But this ridge... 
well, we're talking a ridge. 

At its widest point for a length of about 600 feet, this ridge might reach six feet 
across. The descents on either side slope away at a steep angle making the hike one in 
which paying attention is extremely important. Down each slope, on both the west and 
east sides, the growth predominately consists of moss and rocky soil. Atypical for the 
area which is mostly pine, each of these rocky areas extends approximately thirty yards 
down each side of the ridge before reaching some rye grasses, underbrush and the first 
inkling of tree life. 

Due to the absence of trees, standing here at about 2,400 feet, the view is worth 
the hike; the air, the wind, keep one's body at attention and one's mind alert. i love this 
spot, but today, things are different. Things always change, of course, and the thoughts 
you take with yourself on a walk come from long-ago memories and from one's more 
current circumstances. 

As 1 approach the summit of the ridge, i look back to the East into the valley from 
which i came. [lumination springs from windows as the early evening's darkness creeps 
in, and i see the first signs of frosty air in the smoke that curls up out of chimneys. These 
places, those friends (so many people were a part of my life), and yet i encounter only a 
select few that 1 hold in my thoughts, that i know i cannot exist without, be it by their 
presence or, at the very least, by carrying their spirits with me in my heart. Their lives 
simply make good-byes a painful necessity. i know i will return to their spaces 
sporadically, but i also know time will inflict wounds, or worse, work at removing parts 
of me, slowly, so that my memory and imagination will work overtime to defend against 
these predators. 

i stay here looking for a while, knowing my steps will lead me to the West. iam 
hurting as i stand here. i look down at the ground just as a LEAF wafts its way to where i 
am standing. Alone, it lands at my feet. Strange i think. All this pine- it must have 
worked its way up from the lower reaches of the slope, closer to town. It is a beautiful 
LEAF. i hold its hands for a while, letting it rest across my fingers as i stroke its 
surfaces, its ridges, its veins, with a thumb so eager to grasp and not let go. i embrace it, 


18 


Ex Umbra 33 


thankful that it crossed my path. i hold it out on my palm, out in front of me, slightly 
above shoulder height. The wind seizes it and carries it away, back again, to the East. 

Funny how a tear, at first warm, making its way from one's heart when it meets 
the fall air, finds itself cool before it even reaches the cleft of my chin. The warmth one 
feels from others begs to move from his heart to his intellect; his sadness fights savagely 
against this. The simple recollection of events and people causes parts of him to be lost. i 
will always return to this ridge. i will always hike to the valley. It is a tiring hike, but the 
air is cool, crisp; i see my breath now in the moonlight which lights my way. It is truly 
beautiful here. i wish more LEAVES could find their way to be with me, more often, for 
longer embraces... 
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TEV. pAUL cROCKETT 
The World Walks on Eggshells 


Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall... 


and i'm wasting a time 
i wish i didn't have 
strolling a crowded, corridored mall 


Humpty Dumpty had a great fall... 


hurtling past shop windows 
thinking this for him and that for her 
my grasping Life! 
speeding to a crawl 


And all the king's horses... 


the whiteyoked family dwelling inside 
i listen at the door as a castaside 
and they Tally-Ho! over this Bosnian rubble 
with Sheri and Shawn trumpeting heart's choruses 


And all Julie's men... 
for friends i paint a happy shell 


though they still drown in hope 
as they crack steps upon the scattered pieces of sin 


And try (1) cry try... 


they couldn't put Humpty back together again 
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bRIA cULP 
Like Flower, Like Virgin, Like Candle 


Alone 
The silence bounces off the corners of the room 
Into my bleeding ears, 

Echoing in my hollowed heart, 
Radiating out of every orifice, 
Reflecting in the mirror; 

There I see myself 
Alone. 


No passion, 
No ecstasy, 
No peace, 
No joy, 
No. 


Bloody the sheets lay. 
Tears seem inadequate. 
There aren't enough tears in this world 
To wash your memory away. 
I see your body 
Coming toward me. 
I tremble 
And begin to cry, but... 


I awaken. 
I see myself 
My bloody being. 
I feel as if I'm melting 

All over 
I tremble. 

As you draw near, 

I change my mind, 
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No more! 
Never mind! 
Just leave me alone! 
Don't touch me! 
Don't... 


I awaken. 
I feel your presence. 
You disgust and repulse me. 
You- 
I love you. 
I could never hate you. 
Even though I sit here 
Silently 
As the memory of you bounces and bleeds, 
Echoes, radiates and reflects throughout. 
I realize, pure no more, 
I've been deflowered. 
My wick is lit 
And now I'm melting. 
What a world. 


bRIArcWIEP 
Dementia 


On the verge of suicide 

Standing awkwardly on the ledge 
Looking down as the cars drive by 
Leaning dangerously over the edge 
Questions running through my mind 

Like why I'm not with you? 

Like why do tears seem to find me? 

And why don't I have a clue? 

It's getting breezy as I stand 

Leaning over the edge 

I'm not getting the attention | demand 
Standing on this ledge. 

Tears begin sliding, sliding down my face 
I watch them as they trickle down- then disappear in space 
I close my eyes and take a breath 

What do I do, there's nothing left 

Holding my last, lonely breath 

I take that last, lonely step 

I don't recall getting all choked up 
Because as I fell, 1 woke up 

I opened my eyes and there you were 

My mind was frantic, my sight a blur 

I reached out to feel you there 

And suddenly, you disappeared 

I couldn't believe it, as real as it seemed 
The breeze, and you, it was all a dream 

I wake up this time in a terrible sweat 

My pillow is completely wet 

In desperation, I get out of bed 

I go to the window and step out on the ledge 
With a tear, and a sigh, and a final breath 
I shut my eyes tight and I take that last step. 


Ex Umbra 33 


Ex Umbra 33 


24 


sHELVIA dANCY 
Ain't Been Too Long 


Ain't been too long 
Since reality picked up a razor 
and slit 
my 
life into itty, bitty pieces 
pain confetti- anger confetti- regret confetti 
can't remember smilin'- can't remember 
lovin'- can't remember livin'- can't remember 
laughin’ 
(Did i ever really?) 
See, 
my family secret 
got out of the bag 
And into your living room via channel 7, channel 12 
And while their ratings went up and you tsked tsked 
i screamed and screamed 
And i died six billion deaths in six seconds 
'cuz i can't turn the channel like you can 
But didn't i hide it well? 
You never knew the hell i sprang from 
But know what? 
I'm slippin' 
baby 
really slippin' 


'Cuz Chaucer and the French Revolution don't mean shit 
WHEN MY DADDY IS IN THE RIVER. 
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sSHELVIA dANCY 
The Things I Remember 


The Things 

I 

remember 

"bout 

Daddy lovin' Mommy 

in that funny way 

of his. 

Daddy's love was euphonic: 
staccato- knuckles on her skull 
allegro- a thousand kicks in Mommy's belly 
legato- "forgive mes" in her ear 

Daddy's love was colorful: 
violet- circling Mommy's eyes 
red- spattered on the kitchen wall 
blue- circles on her flesh 

Never did figure out 

What love had 

to do with a 
broken jaw 
and 
stomped-on fingers. 
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aYANDA dOWTIN 
The Elephant 
the elephant, the largest land mammal on the planet earth, stands 
strong and proud with its dignified status among all that walk in its steps. 
with a proud history, this majestic creature has but one enemy-time. for all 
that Destiny has arranged the elephant must maintain. remember the footsteps 
left behind that mice now fill. remember the dove and its relentless pursuit of 


brotherly love. can they catch the Elegant beast? if she sleeps they surely will. the 
elephant must continue to grow and build and Love. To- morrow's results are to- 


day's actions. to be Ambitious is to be able. the elephant knows this and so 
for those who try and duplicate 

its mighty deeds they only know 

the footprints that have been left 

behind for them to fill!!! 
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aNTWAN fOGLE 
Morning Star 


The Morning Star after the storm 
Midnight (hopelessness) 
The Ebony Mind of the storm (damnation) 


Rain (rape), thunder (murder), lightning (racism) 
wind (drugs), and hail (AIDS). 


Daybreak (hope). 

Sunlight of the Morning Star (salvation). 
Ultraviolet rays (honor), x-rays (chastity), 
radio waves (love), infrared rays (liberty), 

and solar cosmic rays (religion) 
It is surprising how much the Ebony Mind 
is brightened by the intellectual rays of the 


Morning Star. 


Even the darkest meanings of symbolism are 
illuminated by her beauty and sagacity. 


Is it reality to one day see Zulu fire in the eyes of the 
Morning Star? 


Even after a quiet storm, 
the sunshine must prevail. 


No heat from heritage. 


Luminescence. 
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FEATURED POET 
Dr. Maurice Kilwein-Guevara 


Maurice Kilwein-Guevara was born in Belencito, Colombia and moved to 
Pittsburgh, PA as a child. He received an MFA in Creative Writing from Bowling Green 
State University and a PhD in English and Comparative Literature from the University of 
Wisconsin, Milwaukee. He now teaches creative writing and U.S Latino literature in the 
doctoral program at Indiana University of Pennsylvania.. Kilwein-Guevara is author of 
Postmortem and Poems of the River Spirit and has had his poetry, fiction, essays, and 
articles published throughout the United States and Europe. 


The following interview was conducted by ExUmbra Editor Christie Stancil on 


December 8, 1996. 


Stancil: How did you begin your writing 
career and who or what sparked your 
interest? 


Kilwein- Guevara: Well, | actually 
think that there was a teacher in high 
school who knew that I spoke both 
English and Spanish. She was a creative 
writing teacher in my high school and 
she was the faculty supervisor for the 
high school's magazine. Her name was 
Dr. Bower and she asked me if I could 
write. She knew that I was dabbling 
with poetry in English class and asked if 
I could write a poem in English and 
Spanish. So I took that as a challenge 
and went home and tried to do it and 
showed it to a couple of people, got a 
couple of pointers. | think that I got 
interested in that experience of seeing 


29 


something in print form. I was also at 
that time just getting interested in 
reading more seriously because as a 
younger person in, I would say, 
elementary school, I didn't like to read 
much. So she was influential, but I have 
to say it probably all goes back to your 
parents and grandparents when they 
would tell you stories when you were 
young. Some families and some kids 
just have an interest in telling stories, 
just enjoying games with words and 
jokes and that sort of thing. 


Stancil: Did you get much 
encouragement from your family when 
they realized you had this gift for 
writing? 


Kilwein-Guevara: | think in the very 
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beginning when I was about eighteen 
years old they were insecure, you know 
that sort of working class well you can't 
be a poet, you have to come to your 
senses, you gotta make money in your 
life, kid. But I have to say there was an 
ethic in the working-class steel towns 
that I knew as a kid. We were constantly 
reminded to get an education and go to 
college, especially by those men who 
were really stuck in the mills and knew 
how hard hard work could be and so yes, 
there was a sense that, as long as I stayed 
in college and did things that were more 
constructive as opposed to getting in 
trouble, I was doing well. 


Stancil: Are there any particular poets 
who served as literary models or 
inspirations to you as a budding poet? 


Kilwein-Guevara: | have always read 
pretty eclectically, broadly. And so my 
list would include people like 
Shakespeare and then more 
contemporary poets like Whitman and 
Latin- American poets like Pablo 
Neruda. I was very much impressed as a 
young person by Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez from Colombia. But it was 
eclectic because I also loved Emily 
Dickinson, ee cummings and just so 
many different poets like Quincy 
Troupe. 


Stancil: Do you think that reading such 
a variety of literature helped add to your 
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poetry in general? 


Kilwein-Guevara: Great question. | 
think it's absolutely correct, because 
what you'll see in my poetry is a kind of 
polyvocal world. It's not one voice in 
particular, but a fascination with 
imitating and reimagining many 
different voices. And that ability to be 
imaginative, part of that education was 
reading and also listening on tape to 
many different voices. Popular music 
you know is poetry. 


Stancil: | know oftentimes minority 
literary contributions are not recognized 
as part of America's mainstream 
literature and instead are labeled as 
"good African-American writing" and 
"good Latino writing" instead of just 
good writing. Do you feel that too few 
Latino writers are being recognized for 
their tremendous contribution to the 
whole picture of American writing? 


Kilwein-Guevara: | think it was a 
whole lot worse about a generation ago. 
I think things have improved 
significantly. Now what has not 
changed for minority writers in general 
is this kind of double-edged sword of 
labeling. Because to get read you have 
to be a "Latino writer." You have to be 
an "African-American writer" or an 
"Asian-American writer," but you really 
want to be evaluated as more than just a 
kind of socio-historical specimen. So, I 


think the best way to deal with that is 
simply to do excellent work, which 
many multicultural writers have done in 
the past generation. Some of the most 
exciting work going on is being done by 
people of color. 


Stancil: Do you feel any pressure from 
the Latino community to be a "Latino 
writer" and not just a writer? 


Kilwein-Guevara: No. | have to say my 
experiences with the Latino community 
(or with Latinos who come to my 
readings or who have sponsored me to 
read somewhere) have been very 
positive. It has been a supportive 
community. 


Stancil: Let's talk more specifically 
about your poetry. Who is the persona 
of the Young Beast in your poetry and 
what does he represent to you as the 
creator? 


Kilwein-Guevara: Of course a lot of 
my history and imagination go into 
making the Young Beast. But I think he 
is in part reinvented by every reader who 
picks up the book or hears me read about 
the Young Beast because the Young 
Beast populates the mind of the receiver, 
the listener or the reader. 


Stancil: So would you say the Young 
Beast is somewhat a part of everyone? 
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Kilwein-Guevara: A little bit of 
everyone and | recognize that he is a lot 
of me. 


Stancil: How would you describe the 
contributions that Postmortem makes to 
American literature as a whole? 


Kilwein-Guevara: | hope that it's 
received as an imaginative and important 
first book. I learned a lot from doing 
that book. It was really a learning 
experience for me. That is, not only do 
you learn how to write a poem, but how 
to construct a kind of architecture out of 
many poems. How do you make the 
shape, this building, whatever you want 
to call it? 


Stancil: As winner of numerous 
national poetry competitions and awards, 
what message do you try to convey to 
your writing students who aspire to be 
professional writers? 


Kilwein-Guevara: Well, anybody who 
seriously engages in literature and 
creative writing courses becomes more 
sensitive to how language works. They 
use language better and they become 
better readers of texts, not only written 
texts but cultural texts as well. They 
become a qualified readership for the 
future, that is people who will make a 
life-long activity of picking up a book. 
Creative writing can do a lot to build 
self-confidence and one's ability to 


articulate experience or experiences in 
language. That boost in self-confidence 
is extremely valuable. 


Stancil: Are you currently working on 
another project? 


Kilwein-Guevara: I am working witha 
woman named Brenda Cardenes on a 
Latino performance art writing project. 
Also, if I ever get a pocket of time, I'd 
like to start another book of poems and 
also try my hand at play writing. 


Stancil: | thank you so much for the 
interview. Is there anything else you 
would like to say in closing? 


Kilwein-Guevara: | think we should all 
encourage reading and storytelling in our 
homes. | think that it's a great family 
activity and I'd also like to see this 
culture be more embracing of the arts 
and intellectual work in general, so 
maybe we can recognize the valuable 
contributions that artists have always 
made as members of the group that 
creates our culture. 


End Interview 
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Special thanks to Dr. Kilwein-Guevara for allowing ExUmbra to print this interview and the following 


poem. 
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The Star Spanglish Banner 
Maurice Kilwein-Guevara 


José, can you see 

by the ceiba tree 

was un fulano llamado Francis 

cantando asi como si fuera un loco 

porque they was getting their you know 

trasero culito big fat behind 

whatever you call it kicked 

like a football on the foot of Fuad 

y lo que me llama la atenci6n es que 

now they say 

English only 

English only 

English only wanted another colony for the knig 
and the Mambo Queen in Spain was just as bad 
and still we sing la gloria del idioma autorizado 
como monitos on a short leash 

y por favor en cuanto a that immigrant basura 
don't get me started 

porque I tell you true by the dawn's early light 
first people you'd see in the chemical fields of now 
son los descendientes de los emigrantes de Asia 
that walked 40,000 years ago 

never mind the first Boat People to Easter Island 
I land 

Mine and... 

You're up 

We're down 

Europe 

We're east 

Take a left at Bucaramanga baby 

y después derecho derecho derecho 

para llegar a la land of the free 

y the home of the spirits of the dead 

and mamita said 

Don't talk to strangers in the moonlight 

rayito de luna 

Chia 

Chia 

Chia 


oe) 


sHEON HTTLE 
{ Wish There Were Words 


I wish there were words 

To make you understand 

The way I feel in my heart 

I wish I could've said 

Exactly how I felt 

Right from the very start 

I wish you felt about me 

The way I feel about you 

And that we could be together 
Then I could be with you 

And you could be with me 
From now to the end of forever 


I want to scream 

but no one will hear me 
I want to talk 

but no one will listen 
I want to be held 

but no one will hold me 
I want to be loved 

but no one will love me 
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SHEON ITTLE 
I Feel Empty 


I feel empty 

Nothing in my heart, nothing in my soul 
All I feel is pain 

My head aches, my heart bleeds 

My eyes fill with tears... 

But why? 

Crying hurts 

I lose my mind in a steady flow of tears 
I lose my heart, I lose my soul 

I feel empty 

I am empty 


Talking 

What's the point? 
Maybe someone will hear you 
Maybe they won't 
Talking wastes air 

That you may need later 
Talking causes trouble 
Talking hurts feelings 
If you have to say it 

Say it with a smile 

A frown 

A kiss 

A punch 

Or do like me 

Don't say it at all 


The melody is sweet 
and makes my ears 
bend back 

as I think of years 

gone by 

when songs were heard 
within the content 

of their words, 

To hear the 

sound of a beautiful voice 
telling a story 

for one to rejoice 

in the 

rhythmic emotion 

of 

one's devotion 

to sing 

a song 

in tune. 


aNNIE aLLEN jOHNSON 
Singing 
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cAMESHA mCaLLISTER 
Can You Handle It? 


Can you handle it- 

the fact that I am a strong Black woman 
attractive, poised, unique, petite? 

Can you handle the fact that | am oh so sweet? 
I am educated and a little liberated, 

although I do not mind a gentleman 

who understands and knows who | am. 

I do not want a slave to do my every command. 
I want a REAL man! 


Can you handle my attitude 

and understand that I am not being rude? 
I just want RESPECT in the fullest form. 
I am a lady, simple and pure. 

We have so much that we must endure. 
Can you handle it? 


37 


Ex Umbra 33 


Ex Umbra 33 


cAMESHA mCaLLISTER 
Daddy's Little Girl 


Both of my parents were very encouraging and loving. They provided a cozy, 
protective niche for me in the suburbs of Wilmington, North Carolina. I was the ray of 
sunshine in my daddy's eyes; he would do anything in the world for me, except improve 
his drinking problem. 

I always enjoyed being daddy's little girl. I especially loved the quiet times we 
spent together watching television in our cozy, country-style living room. Daddy would 
rear back his long, tired body in his orange cushion chair, and I would rest my head on his 
strong chest. We would laugh at the witty jokes on Sanford and Son, sing theme songs to 
The Jeffersons and The Cosby Show, and play fight during the commercials. 

However, | have been coping with his uncontrollable sickness throughout my 
life. I can remember my mother's and my leaving our quiet home every Thursday night 
to attend boring Ala-non and Ala-teen meetings while my daddy stayed at home watching 
Sanford and Son in his easy chair. I remember longing to stay in his lap to watch 
television with him, how I had to force myself to leave so that I could better understand 
his sickness. I also remember the resentment I felt because he did not attend the AA 
meetings- after all, this was for him; this was his sickness! 

That resentment slowly grew into animosity. I can recall a day last summer; | sat 
waiting for my daddy to return from his first-shift job at the local General Electric Plant. 
His big, white Lincoln Town Car sped down the long, winding road that led to our house. 
He was going so fast and swerving so badly that he barely made the sharp turn into our 
driveway. I stood in the front room looking through our enormous picture window 
waiting for him to get out of the car. My heart beat so hard and fast that my chest hurt. 
My hands became blocks of ice-- cold, numb and lifeless. My throat ached from dryness 
as I tried to swallow the knot forming there. I did not move or make the slightest noise; I 
just continued to watch Daddy. Finally, he tripped out of the car, slowly and cautiously 
like a baby learning to walk, holding and reaching for any object of security and support, 
pausing after every few steps to regain his balance. He slowly made his way to the 
window I was peering through. He paused, unaware of my presence at the window, and 
tilted his head towards the clear baby-blue sky. He stood there for a minute with his 
strong, muscular arms firmly planted on his hips. A deep frown covered his face, as if he 
were disgusted with God. Then he shook his right index finger at the towering pine trees 
as if they were naughty children. 


I stood there for what felt like ten minutes, floored at the sight of my wonderful, 
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loving daddy. Tears began to stream down my cheeks like raindrops. I used every ounce 
of energy in my body to force myself to move. I ran into the warm, bright, yellow and 
white kitchen, filled with the aroma of homecooked candied yams, roast beef, rice and 
brown gravy, green beans, and corn bread. My mother was at the counter stirring a 
pitcher of tea. She knew something was wrong as soon as she saw the disturbed and 
distraught look on my face. I told her to go into the front room- daddy was acting crazy. 
She ran to the front room and peered through the picture window and watched as my 
daddy threw sharp, pointy pine cones at the sky. My mother realized he was intoxicated 
and rushed outside to bring him inside the house. I watched as my mother tried to 
persuade him to come inside. She tugged gently at his arm, unable to make him move. 
She tried again, but he pushed her away. Suddenly, my heart stopped beating. A deep 
emptiness filled my stomach. J couldn't breathe. I drew my hand to my face as I watched 
my loving and caring daddy slap my mother. 

I rushed to the front door, screaming at my daddy. My mother, holding her face 
and crying, ran past me into her bedroom and called 911. I ran to the bathroom and 
grabbed a washcloth, ran cold water over it, wrung it out, and applied it to my mother's 
face. She was telling the dispatch our address. Gently, I put my arm around her and held 
her. I tried to console her as we waited for the police. Within ten minutes, a white police 
car with flashing blue lights pulled up into our driveway. Two white men clad in navy, 
stepped out the car, nightsticks in hand and guns at the hip. Their badges reflected the 
sunlight as they walked, making it difficult to read their names through the Plexiglass 
front door. Conversation passed back and forth between my daddy, the two policemen, 
and my mother. Both policemen then grabbed my daddy as if he were a criminal trying 
to run away. They handcuffed him as he screamed for mercy and tried to resist. The 
policemen forced my daddy into the back seat behind the silver wire partition. They 
slammed the door shut and one police officer got in the driver's seat while the other one 
talked to my mother. 

After a few minutes my mother came inside and told me we had to go to the 
hospital because she had to commit my daddy to a drug-rehabilitation program. On the 
way to the hospital my emotions began to boil. I was overwhelmed with resentment and 
hate towards my daddy for his drinking problem and embarrassing actions. Feelings of 
betrayal stomped on my heart. ' 

Ata stoplight I looked out the car window and saw a young girl playing with her 
daddy. They were laughing and hugging and blowing kisses to each other, and I realized 
that the bond between my daddy and me had been broken and from then on I would never 
be daddy's little girl again. 
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sHAINA mONTGOMERY 
Cringe 
I see their faces and I cringe at the thought of their existence 


They appear as subtle overseers, never lashing out with a crack of the whip upon my skin, 
but festering the oppressive sore embedded in my race. 


I feel no remorse for my hatred; they have no remorse for their actions. 


I have seen them take away the beauty of many, mighty nations, 
transforming rich regimes into dominions of debris with their savage Anglo habits. 


I see their faces and I cringe at their existence... because it is the origin of my own. 
I am a cataclysm of their rapist desire; a seed of interacial fusion. 


I long for the coiled, kinky brilliance of my people instead of the fine, curly mess of 
"good hair" that is my own. 


My eyes do not reflect sparkling, dark pools of the deep cypress swamp, but reveal the 
harsh envy of green, cast out from the foggy land. 


I feel the sun beating on my body, but its glorious rays cannot rescue my beige 
complexion from the white lie within. 


I see their faces and cringe at the thought of their existence 


Because to them my existence is taboo. 


Black is for my people's burning complexion for which the sun has taken as its 
concubine. Pyramids and stone clad clocks tell the time. 


Scorching grains of sand rest beside fertile, grassy plains protected by the blue-green 
water god's watchful eye. 
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sHAINA mONTGOMERY 
Motley 


Crimson is for the blood flowing over the crude, iron shackles that scratch my people's 
skin. The stench of their decaying bodies and waste devour the cramped boat's fresh air. 
I can imagine the unwilling passengers struggling for a clean breath, traveling to the 
unknown. 


Brown crumbles softly as the rich soil is turned by strong slaves’ hands into the regime 
for all creeds and colors. 


Men's bare backs tell the story of the detrimental times of slavery, while women carry 
their master's scion upon their hips. 


Maze settles firmly on the glossy straws of the broomstick while the Mahogany couple 
leaps together in hopes of joy. 


Navy moves deeply through Lena's velvety voice as dark shadows outline the heavy, gray 
clouds forming the soul searching sadness of "Stormy Weather." 


Silver glistens in Mama's coiled braids. Slippery brown juices seep from her mouth into 
the tin can and wrinkles circle in folds underneath her eyes. Within her crown of wisdom 
she holds the family's hush-hush memories and the future of the white man's ways. 


Forest lays flat on the vein of fragile leaves. One spirals to the ground as the branch 
sways. Holding fast, it tries not to let go of the mystery that hangs at the rope's end. 


White peeks through the cracks of the dark bars, lighting the path, defining each page, 
while quenching the young man's hunger for knowledge. But little does he know that 
each lucid beam is a key that will unlock the doors to his new life. 


Sweet auburn burns deeply in her hair, just as the fire of anger in her essence. She tries to 
hide behind her dark shadows and disguise her pain with heavy artillery. She uses the 
emerald-eyed leader's cause as an escape from harsh nostalgia, and the panther as her 
guardian angel. But I know that the ebony, leather skirts only bring forth the shadows of 
a frightened little girl grieving over her friend's tragic demise. 


42 


Ex Umbra 33 


Purple spreads vainly across the flowers of Ms. Celie's field. They absorb the blinding 
beams of the sun, just as she cries out, thirsting for mortal love. 


Precious gold soars above my head as I watch the lady's dress tail move with the rhythm 
of her shout. Her matching shoes stomp out the beat of thumping drums, while crystal 
tears stream down her face. The melodious whoops and hollers from the Pastor bring 
forth glorious praises from her quivering lips. 


Tan overwhelms my sight, and the life line in my cousin's hand grows smaller. | reach 
out, recognizing her flow and move at the same time. We sing songs about Ms. Mary and 
sweet love by the roller coaster. This is our world, no worries, just the invisible taste of 
tangible mudpies, and the tender promise of childhood bliss. 


A strobe of electric blue casts a ghostly silhouette upon the wall. I'm lost in the beats of 
our generation and mesmerized by the rhyming words that describe our time. I shake my 
own pain away with my hips and move away from depression with my heavy calves. I 
step with the music's pound, using my pulsating heart for bass. I travel away from my 
fears, putting my natural instinct to the test. 


His sienna tone is my enlightenment. His warm embrace melts my heart, and his loving 
smile moves my soul. But then his memory starts to fade, leaving his well of promises 
running dry, making my future plans dust in the wind. 

Dappled, splotched, mixed, multicolored, and proud. 

We are the nemesis of all nations that lack our colorful splendor. 

Through it we are reminded of our rich past, and what is yet to come. It is sung through 


the deepest notes of our music, and molds our shapely physiques. It captures our sight 
and cultivates are minds... It is us. We are Motley. 
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eDDIE mOORE 
The Blues This Side of Running 


Restlessly Gallivanting 
is this hard-pressed search for love. 
This the truth of my never-ending plight. 


Inward scamps and turning 
Running from my soul 
Seeking hard to hide, I embed the night. 


Then light finds my hardship 
and truth reveals dilemma 
but love recoils from hearts so sweetly sour... 


...Gripping hard the listless, 
holding fast the loose, 
yet requesting refuge at this hour. 


Found no love at the open, 
Still no love at the close, 
Infatuation fooled blind unwise. 


But there, ruthless manipulation 
By seductive, deft enchanters. 
Running from enlightened glancing eyes. 


Now seen is the hurtful truth. 
Then seen was the blinding light. 
That pried with ease the hand that held subdued. 


And blessed be the true love 


that freed, released my heart 
and found within my hungers one renewed. 
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eDDIE mOORE 
Love Gone To Glory 


Mama's in the kitchen 
cookin' beans on the stove. 
Daddy's in the back 
plantin' collards in the grove. 


Reapers' fingers dancing, 
hoverin' high and dippin' low. 
Shadows start to fall 
where once the light did shine and glow. 


Mama says to daddy, 
"Dear, I fear my heart done stopped." 
Daddy says to mama, 
"Pray the good lord that it not.” 


Mama cries out loud, 
"Life I fear done slipped away." 
Daddy says right back, 

"I told you once to go and pray.” 


Mama hollers out, 
"I feel a hurt deep, down inside." 
Daddy calls right back, 
"Taint nothin’ wrong, your heart's done lied." 


Mama bellows out, 
"I'm so alone and gone is life." 
Daddy says, "I curse 
the day I took a worrisome wife." 


Cookin’ in the kitchen, 
Mama fell and passed away. 
Plantin' in the grove 
Daddy did too, in the heat of day. 


Daddy fell and died 
in the grove where love sun burnt. 
Mama let life go 
for love that Daddy never learnt. 
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eDDIE mOORE 
Brass Cat 


Brass cat coolin' 
in the high light of day. 
Screaming at the top of his lungs. 


Meowin' sweet a tune 
all aglow with graspin' words. 
Touchin' with the talk of his tongue. 


Pretty ladies pet him. 
Strokin' strong with white-gloved hands. 
How they love to pet him on the head. 


Pretty ladies stroke him 
scratch his back and love his purr. 
They'd like to take him home to dress their bed. 


Brass-Cat croonin' 
featured in his finest hour. 
Sittin' top the fence for all to see. 


Meowin' mellow tunes 
full of rhythm oh so fine. 
What they all had hoped their own cats would be. 


Sassy ladies watch him 
Mark his elegance and class. 
And they say they'd like to claim him as their own. 


Sassy ladies reach out 


trying to touch as he glides by, 
but they never touch his heart and he moves on. 
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WILLIAM mOORE 
Standing on the Shoulders of Giants 


If I, standing on the shoulders of giants 
First gazed the moon and proclaimed it so 
Standing on the shoulders of giants 
Could so easily watch the pyramids grow 


Standing on the shoulders of giants 

I did languages learn and teach 

Standing on the shoulders of giants 

I discovered realms beyond science's reach 


If I, standing on the shoulders of giants 
Can always stare in the mirror with pride 
Standing on the shoulders of giants 
Feast of the fruits of Freedom Rides 


Standing on the shoulders of giants 

I am oft as I wish able to cast my vote 
Standing on the shoulders of giants 

I no longer have to fear the lynchman's rope 


If standing on the shoulders of giants 
We were able to reach the moon 
Standing on the shoulders of giants 

I can see equality coming soon 
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aLICIA mONROE 
African Brothers 


African brothers 

loving black women 
wanting green eyes 

and size 5 

walking images 

of Barbie. 

Brother please 

take your pseudo 
afrocentric 

wandering 

pitiful soul 

elsewhere; 

those dreads don't make you real. 
Loving your sisters 

those sweet, black plums 
that's real. 

Dried flowers 

hot cider 

burning kisses 

Intensity 

Brother please walk the talk 
and leave the game. 
Butterscotch, chocolate, or caramel 
grow with us 

and taste the sweetness. 
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CHANDRA mOSS 
The Black Queen 


Keep me in safety, my Black prince. 

Your strength is one bestowed upon no other, my Black prince. 
I look to you and see power beyond power, my Black prince. 
My plea to you- please protect me, my Black prince. 


In your utterances, I feel relief. 

With you, yesterday's fears are the objects of today's laughter. 
In all devilments- yours and mine- there is an understanding. 
You are my Black prince. 


In rage, I see you walking out that door with your head held high. 
In rage, I see your fingers entwined with hers. 

Her very laughter makes the blood within my veins boil and boil. 
My plea to you- why my Black prince? 


Eyes no longer downcast, I look into the mirror and see what you ran from. 
Thick lips, a wide nose, bronze skin, and kinky hair; these are my flaws? 

I am not saddened by what my forefathers have given me, nor will I ever be. 

I am proud, my Black prince, for I have come to a very important realization... 


Abhbh... my thick lips aid me in the most eloquent speech, my Black prince. 

My wide nose aids me in my overall beauty. 

My bronze skin shows years of hard labor and much strife when brothers like you have 
forgotten. 

My kinky hair, it is my crown-- a crown of glory, a crown of righteousness. 


I am the Black queen. 

My strength and beauty surge far and wide, never to be looked down upon. 

I bore you. 

My ethnic qualities that you ran from, you must grasp, for they will be with you forever. 
My plea to you, do not deny me, my Black prince, 

For I am the Black Queen. 
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eRIKA mURPHY 
What's Next? 


A whole new light dimmed by a permanent shadow, 

A world unexplored by navigators, 

Looking places where none have looked before, 

To only have time and wisdom close the door, 

Believing in things not yet heard or seen, 

Lying in the night fearful of sleep due to foreshadowed dreams, 
There is no love or peace for the brother. 

Shunning away from beggars with hands held out, 

Blood on our pavement because he belonged to a different gang, 
When will it be realized that all people are the same? 

Raising our posterity on morals we have learned, 

Baffling explanations of why crosses really burn, 

At a time like, this the nation must pray. 

For these are the evils promised for the last and final day. 

America has longed for wisdom and greeted it as it came, 

But by failing to do our part, we have brought our Mother shame. 
Wisdom, Knowledge and Understanding must teach the foolish human race 
That for life to exist after 2000, WE MUST CHANGE OUR PACE! 
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eRIKA mURPHY 
Believe In You 


Believe in yourself to get things done 
Remember that even the longest race can be won 
Believe in you and you can accomplish all 
Whether the goal be huge or very small 
Believe in you and expect to achieve 
And despite what others think you will succeed 
God and confidence will always be true 
But they will only help if you believe in you 


ay 


bEVERLY IOPEZ pARRA 
Tuesday, February 27... 


I close my eyes 

listening to the sounds of the night 
rising up through my window. 
Hissing rush of distant traffic 

is the ocean in my sea-shell ear. 

The wind lifts and lowers the curtain 
over my bed, over my head. 

It shifts and blows in rustling fabric 
whispering secrets in my sea-shell ear. 
The ebb and flow of sweet sleep 
warming over me in a swish of soft blankets 
and I sink and settle as a sea shell 

on the beach of a sandman dream. 


Nn 
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bEVERLY IOPEZ pARRA 
April 1: on some fool's day 


Observant and gagged 

I wait patiently for 

the season to turn. 
Planning an escape, 
conspiring rebellion, 
premeditating obscenities, 
wanting only to laugh and 
dance freely, unafraid 

of the faces grumbling and 
shrieking in outrage. 


54 


Ex Umbra 33 


bEVERLY IOPEZ pARRA 
April 5, Good Friday 


Every Friday was Good Friday for my Dad. 
After a long week at the machine shop, 

he would come in smiling, 

smelling of carbon and sweat. 


He would often bring a half sandwich home for me from his lunch. 


Egg salad on Wonder Bread with chile piguin. 

Half-eaten jalapenos, napkin, and a paycheck 

on top in the black, metal lunchbox. 

Black-lined fingernails, sweaty baseball cap... It was all so good. 
Good Friday, good sandwich, good man. 


Nn 
Nn 


bEVERLY LOPEZ pARRA 
A Housewife's Fantasy 


What's in my cupboard? 

What is it they look for 

Round the corner of pepper and salt? 
Up and down jars and boxes, 

Sniffing a crumb here, 

Searching around my jelly jar lid to 
Lick a careless drip of sweet stuff, 
Scouting out the length and width 

Of my kitchen pantry, 

Touching everything with their feelers, 
Crawling into the most intimate corners, 
What is it they look for? 

A crumb? 

A bit of sweet stuff? 

The darkest recess, 

The sweetest orifice? 
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tACSO 
I did 


I called 
you didn't 
I dreamed 
you didn't 
I wondered 
you didn't 

[ tried 
you didn't 

I loved 
you didn't 


Nn 
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cAMIKA rOYAL 
Ready or Not 
(especially for young sisters and brothers) 


My mother used to tell me 
"Think before you speak" 
What about thinking 
Before we speak and do 
Who we do 

When he does 

What he does so good? 


Why do we lay down with one another 
Not believing what could result? 

Or shall I say who could result? 

"I'm not ready for this," he says. 

He's not ready but he sang 

R. Kelly's "Seems like you're ready 
To go all the way" 

To her. 

And I know Keith Sweat said 

"You may be young, but you're ready" 
But are you really? 


Let's think before we act 


Fourteen is not the ideal time 
To tote a baby on your hip 
And neither is twenty-one 
When your on the path to your 
College Degree. 

And at eighteen, 

Having a man, 

Or your lack thereof, 

Should not make or break 
Your life 
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Cigarette boxes have warnings- 
Condoms need them too. 


WARNING: Both proper and improper use of this product could result in unwanted 
pregnancy. Do not say you're not ready if it happens. YOU'VE BEEN WARNED! 


Think before you speak and act. 
Be super sure you are ready. 
Know for certain what and who 
You are getting into. 

Sex can lead to enjoyment 
Orgasm, bliss, guilt, shame, 

A baby. 

Sex can lead to happiness, 
Pleasure, disease, 

a toddler, a teenager, a life. 


Know what and 
Who you are doing. 
Be sure you are ready. 


Don't ask me 
If I'm ready to go all the way. 


Are you ready? 
Are you really? 


Will you go all the way- 
I mean, all the way to our child? 


Make sure you know 


What or who may come 
After you cum. 


ag 
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cAMIKA rOYAL 
Disappointing View 


I caught a glimpse 

Of the future today. 

They ran 

Like uncaged animals. 

No order, no system, 

No rhyme, no reason 

And it scared me to think 
That these children 

Will be the men and women 
Who lead this country 

In the next millennium. 
Black children- no respect 
For them or from them. 
Foul mouths and 

Foul smells filled the building. 


Running and running... 


Is this the result of 

Conservatives who refused their parents 
The barest of essentials 

So they could equip 

Themselves to fight 

The racist and sexist establishment... 


Or liberals who gave and gave 

Until they grew dependent and 

Grew dependent 

And now depend on their government checks 

And are content with the crumbs that are thrown to them 
Instead of making 

Their own loaves... 
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Who is the guilty party? 
Where oh where should the blame be placed? 


Well I caught a glimpse 

Of the future today. 

No order, 

No system, 

No rhyme, 

No reason, 

No respect, 

For or from these Black children. 
And it scares me to think 
They're being set up 

To fall. 

No rhyme, no reason 

They'll just keep running and running 
And running 

And running... 
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vONDA sTAFFORD 
Please Wait For Me 


You came and ascended upon me 
For a time too short, 

But I do not have to jog my mind 
to remember... 


How can you love someone so much 

but dislike them at the same time? 

How can you try so hard to be like someone 

yet promise yourself never to do the things they do? 


It was you who exposed me to the finer things in life. 
Now you are not here to explain to me what they are. 
It was you I can attribute my talents to. 

But you are not here to see the fruits of my labor. 


My life is a mystery, a book of unanswered questions 
For which only you have the answers. 

I feel as if I do not know all of myself 

Because I never knew all of you. 


Can you hear me now? 

I know you can. I only ask one thing of you... 
Please wait for me 

Patiently 

Until we meet on the other side. 
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cHRISTIE sTANCIL 
Cursor 


this cursor blinks 

and winks and taunts 

my every thought. 

it sits here on the edge of a masterpiece 
waiting to soar into the oasis of magnificence 
or drown in the depths of oblivion. 


my cursor 

moving through this world of white 

leaving behind my black, tainted thoughts 

forging across the snow-white page 

always one space ahead of my blackness, my thoughts, 
it soars down the information highway. 

(can I hitch a ride?) 


it's the curse or me 

waiting for these words to spill out of my head, 
to fall from their hiding place 

to talk of war 

and love 

and racism 

and loneliness, 

to introduce the world to my fears 

my hesitation 

my soul. 


funny 

but on this page 

no one will see this winking, blinking line 
sinking into my words like 

a knife through silly putty. 

funny... 
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cHRISTIE sTANCIL 
North Carolina 


its so comfortable 

here in North Carolina where spring comes early and fall stays late 
where grits and country ham fill the breakfast plate 
and Mama talks nice with her southern drawl 

and all 

here in the Carolinas where the bus ride to school 
is forty-five minutes 

(I have time to do my homework, 

and watch the leaves turn dirty brown, 

and feel the potholes) 

here where everything is nice and defined 
designed for black and white 

to separately intermingle. 


I'm too comfortable 

strapped tightly in my seatbelt 

driving through dark, country roads 

behind pick-up trucks with confederate flag tags 

and drivers with hard, cold eyes. 

Eyes follow me as I shop in the mall 

or they don't look at all. 

Too comfortable in this land where Jesse Helms is King 
and tobacco and cotton fields are worked by the serfs 
(even kings die sometime) 

where my father's college classmates 

sat in a Woolworth's and ordered a big helping of 
hatred 

and where Fayetteville soldiers shoot Blacks for target practice. 
(who will protect us from the protectors?) 


North Carolina 
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Mmmm, its so sweet 

and sour 

on my palate, 

Like pickle flavored-cotton candy 

(who ever heard of that). 

The sweet, summer nights won't let me leave the dog wood state, 
to escape 

from a comfort that is too much like bondage. 


I'm too comfortable with southern ways 

and the warm southern days 

that only bite with coldness 

every other Monday. 

It's not so bad, making my bed right where I lie. 
When it gets too cold, 

I simply pull the covers over my head, over my eyes. 
(why did I buy these scratchy, wool covers’) 


Besides, 
cold weather hits every part of America 
at some time or another. 


Ex Umbra 33 


Ex Umbra 33 


ee 


cHRISTIE sTANCIL 
Blank 


I am happy 

Iam sad 

I am aroller coaster gone mad 

Roaring down the turbulent, transient tracks of life 


I am a machine 

made out of flesh 

I am a spaghetti dinner mess 

My noodle chopped to bits by my butter knife 


I am a child 

I am a baby 

I am a yes, ano, a maybe 

Afraid to lose myself to "all grown up" 


I am here 

I am there 

Indecision is a bear 

And I am the food on which it frantically sups 


Do I crawl? 

do I walk? 

I stutter when I talk 

As I sk-sk-skip towards the rocky coast 


I go near 

I fall in 

Is mental suicide a sin? 

To escape myself is what I want the most 
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mICHAEL tRICE 
Delphic Apollo 


The Delphic Apollo 

Marble and Granite 

Warm droplets of Mediterranean Sea, coursing through veins and crevices 
And cracks... and the stain of time 


Ideals missing arms and legs, a head, a hand, a face 

A misplaced eon wears down the solid features of mortal stone 

The gods’ large tongues snap off, crash to the earth, and careen like Sisyphus' 
Bolder down the Grecian mountainside 


Blazing fires long snuffed-out 
Creaking vessels drowned and buried 


What remains? 


Writings of fools and philosophers 
So much for the omnipresent disposition of immortal truth 
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tOMEKA |. wARD 
Sex 


Seemingly seductive 
Suggesting senseless submerging 
Secretly satisfy scandalous solicitations 
Surrounding sincerity sits simplistic sin 
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tOMEKA I. wARD 
My Mirror 


Not friend, but foe 

Not helping, but haunting 

Everyday dangling in my face the carrot of deception. 

Suggesting greatness, but delivering mediocrity. 

Overwhelming me with what shouldn't be- the feeling of disparity. 
Onward I march through the battlefield all day 

Seeking solace in the shadows 

Only to be exposed by your rays 

Drawn like a moth to a flame 

Killing myself because I can't stay away 

Wishing for better days, better ways 

Behind your deceiving stare I catch a glimpse of vulnerability 

But that is just my soul being brought to the surface 

Wrenched from its rest to be tossed in the universal tempest called society. 
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tOMEKA |. wARD 
Dedicated to My Mother 


Through uncertain paths 

Across steep climbs 

Around the bend of one hundred miles 
Always with me, one step ahead 
Paving the way, not much said 


Leading by example 
Teaching with experience 
Caring with charisma 
Loving unselfishly 
Always, infinite with me 


In my mind, confidence 
In my heart, kindness 
In my soul, spirituality 
In my dreams, vision ~ 
In my life, happiness 


Exemplifying beauty, grace and charm 
Nurturing the whole world in your arms 


Reaching the most secluded flower 
Possessing a quiet, yet overwhelming power 


Bringing peace like the sky's quenching rains 
The epitome of all maternal gains 


To be like you is what I wish 


Touched by Angels 
God's greatest gift. 
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IATEEFAH wILLIAMS 
To Be Shy 


Do you know what's its like to be shy 
To look away when people walk by 

To stare at them and not even say hi 
Well, I'll tell you what it's like to be shy 


The thought of being around groups makes you scared 
Although of this not many are aware 

You would stare at the ground instead of ahead 
Because making eye contact is something you dread 
People don't know why you act this way 

So they greet you with a look of dismay 

Your actions have them really upset 

And the thought of this makes you fret 

But you cannot do anything to change 

So you stare into space like you're deranged 

Or maybe you can, so you smile 

To react it takes some people awhile 

Well, if that surprises them, wait 'till you speak 
They'll be so shocked it'll make them blink 

But they'll still look at you with a frown 

And say, "Well, why is she speaking now?" 


So when you're shy it's hard to win 

And the world just makes your young head spin 
So you're in your own world as you walk by 

I guess that's just what it's like to be shy 
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A Dedication to Dr. John Sekora, NCCU English Department 
eRICA dIXON 


All of the ways in which he affected my life 
would fill the largest book. 

He took time to educate his students, 

time not many others took. 


He answered the question,"How do you teach someone?" 
with patience, love, and a smile. 

To find another of his magnitude 

is going to take a while. 


But we will wait patiently 

for someone to fill his worn-out shoes. 

Even if that someone prefers the classics 
over Dr. Sekora's jazz and rhythm and blues. 


This person would have to tell stories 
that would evoke the loudest laugh, 

or inspire students with kind words 

such as, "I love having you in my class.” 


Those were his last words to me 

after I completed his exam on Mark Twain, 
which is why I was so devastated 

when the news of his death came. 


I began to ponder and question 

why God wanted him so soon. 

I thought maybe He wanted to add some light 
To brighten the stars and the moon. 


Or maybe He wanted him to attend 

The Louis Armstrong Jazz Show 

or listen to Douglass’ oration of how far we've come, 
though we have a ways to go. 


So let not your minds be filled 
with sad memories and such. 
For Dr. John Sekora lives 

in all the lives he has touched. 
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